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Author's Notes: 

| saw Skid Row live this year and what can | say? The inspiration for this story was right there on stage in 
front of me. If you need some "illustration" because you're not familiar with this pairing, check out the Skid 
Row thread on the message board. And please let me assure you all that | do NOT dislike Sebastian. But it was 
a lot of fun writing him the way | did in this story! 


Rachel crossed his arms behind his head and leaned back onto the cushions on his interchangeable hotel room 


bed in an interchangeable city and admired the view. He licked his lips in anticipation 
The well-built man with endless dark curls cascading down his shoulders who stood in front of the bed hooked 
his fingers under the hem of his black sleeveless shirt but then hesitated. Definitely not because he was shy, 


but he simply enjoyed being a tease sometimes. 


"Come on, pretty. Take it offl" Rachel said in a low voice, still coarse after tonight's show, and shifted his legs, 


so that the bulge in his pants became more visible. 
7P's boyish smile could illuminate the dark side of the moon, and now he grinned from ear to ear. 


Oh yes, he fit well into the band. He was very happy with his job description. And it became his dream job 
after he had been granted access to Rachel Bolan's bed. Something he wouldn't have dared to imagine even in 
his wildest fanboy fantasies before he joined Skid Row. Now here he was, Rachel's personal fuck doll, his new 
boy toy. "Boy" being pretty much an exaggeration for a 43-year-old, but he didn't look his age by far, and he 
certainly didn't act accordingly either. 


He lifted his shirt above his head and tossed it across the room, flipping his hair and looking at the bassist 
seductively before he started to open his belt buckle. Although he had taken a shower backstage after the 
show, there was still a little bit of eyeliner left around his eyes. It gave him that sluttish look that got Rachel 


turned on even more. 


What Rachel loved the most about their "arrangement" was that they both completely agreed that this was 
nothing more than sex. This was all about pleasure and pure enjoyment. No strings attached. This wasn't a 
power struggle between two immature ego-tripping twenty-somethings high on fame and other substances. 
Simply two adult men with a definite hierarchy. Employer and employee. Aged rockstar and "new guy". It was 
clear who was calling the shots. No games, no constraints, no threats, no demands. 


And Rachel couldn't take any more demands. He didn't want to be used and ordered around anymore, like many 
years ago. Many years ago, when Rachel's heart had been not only broken, it had been ripped out of his chest, 
stomped upon and burned to ashes. He swore he'd never allow himself to let someone get under his skin like 


that ever again in his life. It had hurt like hell and it still hurt every time he was reminded of it. 


Never again would he dare to love someone. Not if that someone was unable to love anyone but himself. He 
was so afraid of making that mistake again. To let love turn into hate. No, the ashes of his heart were safely 
hidden under the carpet of the remnants of his soul. Together with the memories of a young, blond Canadian 
wildcat with seemingly endless legs. 


So here he was in 2018 with a little more mature dark-haired South-African wildcat with. well, still long, but 


maybe not endless legs. 


ZP took off his pants and then paused for a second, fixing his gaze on Rachel again, who in turn took in the 
breathtaking naked body, noting with particular satisfaction the impressive erection that he accredited to the 
effect he still had on the younger man. 


There wouldn't be any yelling and fighting after this, no humiliations tomorrow, no condescending remarks. The 
handsome man who was crawling towards him upon the bed wasn't a two-faced narcissist with sadist 
tendencies. This was just a cute nice guy who was more than happy to fulfill every single one of his idol's 


sexual desires while they were on tour. 


Said man hovered over Rachel on all fours, his flawless skin shimmering in the dim light, still smiling like a kid 
at Christmas, but not in the least innocently. His breathing became heavier when Rachel took his own pants off 


underneath him. 
"Rach, could | ask you a favor?" 
"Which?" 

"Would you put your boots back on?" 


Rachel smirked. Now that was a demand he was more than willing to satisfy. 


